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were just back from a journey full of perils, and
take your ease/
Floris caught his hand, he suddenly felt a warmth
from that broad chest, and he began to cry. c Come,
come,3 said Werendonk, c don't cry, you're on the
right path,' And the boy smiled through his tears.
* Stien is still at her singing,' he said, c nineteen to
the dozen ; wherever does she learn them all ? 3
She was singing loudly downstairs, in a high-pitched
voice : c Sweet maiden, do not grieve ; thy heart
deserves no pain.'
He took his cap and went through the shop,
where he noticed the clean smell of the chandler's
wares. In the street he saw that heads were turned
to look at him, but when he got to the corner and
Wouters dashed out and gave him a long handshake,
he felt relieved, and ventured to look about him.
When he returned, the neighbours greeted him.
In the parlour the lamp was lighted early with a
new wick that burned brightly. He went into the
kitchen where Stien was busy cooking pancakes.
And in the evening, when he sat at the table with
Werendonk, talking quietly about the work he would
be able to do, Wouters came in with his son, bringing
a cake that Frans had ordered. One or two custo-
mers in the shop observed that there was something
afoot, someone asked what it was, and another, who
knew all about it, nodded and smiled.
Before he went to bed, Werendonk called Stien